now), adroitly slipped the offending object to Michel,
who received it with considerable embarrassment.
Little by little the small crowd melted away. The
less interested had already moved off, running to
catch up with the main body of the column, which was
marching steadily on. And at last, as though ashamed
of wasting any more time on so paltry an enemy,
Lavarenne's principal adversary betook himself off
with a parting sarcasm, drawing the rest with him
in his retreat. At once Lavarenne and Michel found
themselves safe and sound once more in the usual
throng of passers-by.
When they looked round-for their companions they
caught sight of Flandrin a little way off, peacefully
smoking his pipe as he waited for them. But of Fageot
there was no trace.
There was one moment of the day when Michel felt
closer to Catherine than at any other time. This was
the hour before dinner, between six and seven. He
would have just come in after leaving Lavarenne,
who would be calling for him again in two hours' time.
His mother and sister would not yet be home. He
would go and sit at the piano in the large, shadowy
drawing-room, faintly illumined by the light of the
street lamps outside, and as he played he could see
over one shoulder the sharp line of light under his
father's study door.
His fingers moving at random over the keys, one
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